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Sanaa, sure enough, I observed, towards the Bab-es-Sabah, and not, as I had rather expected, to the " Hu-kumeh." When we got there it was nearly dark and we could see no sign of any gallows. A great crowd followed us, hoping to witness the execution. Among the spectators were many officers, none of whom made the slightest attempt to take command of the party or interfere in any way. Crossing the square we encountered the Mudir of police, who fell in behind us after a brief question to the sergeant. It was then that I realized our destination ; we were being taken to Mohammed Ali's private house. " Be of good cheer," I said to Ahmad, " we may yet live to know old age."
We were halted in front of the door, and after some delay an officer came to the window and shouted some orders which resulted in our being unbound and led into the house. Ahmad remained below, and I was escorted upstairs and into the presence of the Vali. " I never expected to see you again," said His Excellency, eyeing me curiously. cc You never would have," I answered angrily, "but for most evil chance." I told him that if he wanted me to talk I must have water first. He told an orderly to get some, and coffee as well. Reflecting no doubt that recriminations would serve no good purpose at this stage, and seeing perhaps that I had had about as much as I could stand, he contented himself with asking me, when I had drunk, where we had been going, shrugged his shoulders on receiving my answer, and continuing the conversation in French abruptly changed the subject. I understood that he was proposing to me a truce for the time being without prejudice to future proceedings, and I had the sense to accept the kind offer in the spirit it was proffered in.
I take pleasure in admitting that Mohammed Ali Pasha is one of the nicest-mannered men I have ever met. Our unspoken agreement concluded, he became on a sudden all kindness and courtesy. Dinner would soon be ready, he said, which no doubt I should be glad of.
We sat down about eight to this strange repast, the others being the officers of his personal staff and his son, a boy of about twelve years of age with long golden hair, whom my appearance seemed to interest greatly,